My love, Nature, will ever you not spare me of your grace... pardon not the embers you bray.
Let your floods be the torrents of my heart, let your winds beckon my spirits.
With your guidance, fleeting prejudices will be no more less than the others who renounce your stay;
unto the thorns shalt you lead me to, and through it will I further understand the lies of virtue.

The peril of others is to be sought, crime is to be achieved, lust is to be the tyrant of it all;
my blood will be spilled to appease the caprices of sin whilst you, my love, you will distribute all the roses you can to me.
I will kiss you with my passion and concede to your despotism even if it pains me for which shall I forever scrawl.
In a world governed by your knowing, I see no wrong in whatever your brush wishes to paint upon its canvas.

I say to you this: your gifts please my whims whilst indeed pursue the highest crimes,
and my mind deems it such an honour which would be but only offensive to repel.
Alas, my love, I will listen such I am your most staunch servant of the times;
aspiring to be an apostate of mankind in favour of your poise is all the more pleasing to me knowing I am an murderous and impudent animal of your birthing.